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bled under the control of the meanest creatures. What incidents
she had to undergo ! With what a front she contrived to accom-
modate herself to her destiny; nay, with how much skill to wear
those shameful fetters!

" It was thus, my friend, that I became acquainted with your
sex: and deeply did I hate it, when, as I imagined, I observed
that even tolerable men, in their conduct to ours, appeared to
renounce every honest feeling, of which Nature might otherwise
have made them capable.

" Unhappily, moreover, on such occasions, a multitude of
painful discoveries about my own sex were forced upon me : and
in truth I was then wiser, as a girl of sixteen, than I now am;
now that I scarcely understand myself. Why are we so wise
when young; so wise, and ever growing less so ?"

The boy began to make a noise; Aurelia became impatient,
and rung. An old woman came to take him out. " Hast thou
tooth-ache still?" said Aurelia to the crone, whose face was
wrapped in cloth. " "[Insufferable," said the other, with a muffled
voice; then lifted the boy, who seemed to like going with her,
and carried him away.

Scarcely was he gone, when Aurelia began bitterly to weep.
" I am good for nothing," cried she, " but lamenting and com-
plaining ; and I feel ashamed to lie before you like a miserable
worm. My recollection is already fled; I can relate no more."
She faltered, and was silent. Her friend, unwilling to reply with
a commonplace, and unable to reply with anything particularly
applicable, pressed her hand, and looked at her for some time
without speaking. Thus embarrassed, he at length took up a
book, which he noticed lying on the table before hirn : it was
Shakspeare's works, and open at Hamlet.

Serb at this moment entering, inquired about his sister; and
looking in the book which our friend had hold of, cried: "So
you are again at Hamlet? Very good! Many doubts have arisen
in me, which seem not a little to impair the canonical aspect of
the piece as you would have it viewed. The English themselves
have admitted that its chief interest concludes with the third act;
the last two lagging sorrily on, and scarcely uniting with the rest:
and certainly about the end it seems to stand stock-still."

" It is very possible," said Wilhelm, "that some individuals
of a nation, which has so many master-pieces to feel proud of,
may be led by prejudice and narrowness of mind to form false